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Dear Readers 


As I come to the end of my first year as editor, I sit here at an editing ter- 
minal—tired, sleepy, and thinking about tommorrow’s _ finance 
test—stumped for something different to say. 

I’m sure I could come up with something witty, or funny, or sarcastic, or 
even something sadistic to say —but my brain doesn’t function so well after 
four hours in front of a blinking screen. 

That’s right! I hate it. I hate it so much in fact that I’ll be editor again 
next year. Who knows? Maybe Ill learn to hate it right. All art forms need 
some intense emotions to keep them going. 

Thanks Mr. Evans, ‘‘Freddie,’’ Ms. Cov, Ms. Davis, Dr. Scheft, Dr. 
Elliot, ‘‘Hylt,’’ Dr. Buchannan, all the people in the AESU office, 
‘‘Ex-Nappy Head,’’ ‘‘Lucky,’’ Dr. Mason, and the staff. 

But most of all I’d like to thank the students of NCCU who had the in- 


terest and who took the time to submit work. You make this magazine. 
Until next fall, 
Sincerely 


Ernest Walker, III 
Editor-in-Cheif 


(as 
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You Bleed 
Ernest Walker, III 


you wait by the phone 
for frivolous lovers 

who play with your heart 
as if it were a rubber ball 
and then you bleed 


you cast yourself naked 
before a hot, wet tide 
of self-satisfaction 

and call it love 

and then you bleed 


you kill a Martin, 

a Malcolm, a Giovanni, a Hughes 
because you can’t keep your legs closed 
and the clinic was 

too much of a hassle that morning 

and then you bleed 


you don’t know when the truth 
is slapping you in the face 
because you can’t even 

trust the heart beating 

in your own breast 


and you bleed 
yessss, you bleed 
you bleed 
in your body 
in your mind 
and in your heart 


because you’re too naive 

to realize that your band-aid 
has been here all the time 
and until you do 


you ll bleed. Ara. 
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Where Are You Now? 
Barbara Newsome 


Mr. Unity, where are you now? You were present in the ’60s and you took 
a vow. You told me that we would soon be free. 


Free? Did you say free? 


Mr. Unity, Mr. Unity, where are you now? Must I search my lifetime 
through; only to find the absence of you? The color of my skin, pecan tan, 
sometimes as light as the illuminant sun, when unity prevailed, we were not 
really one. 


Oh, how ridiculous to evaluate me, on the color of my flesh and not my in- 
tegrity. To live in a world full of confusion, when all we need is the peace 
within, not judging me by the color of my skin. Mr. Unity, Mr. Unity, the 
’70s have passed. Nothing has changed much and we're in the ’80s at last. 


Mr. Unity, Mr. Unity, where are you now? You were present in the ’60s 
and you took a vow. Now the tables have turned and my pecan tan is 
becoming a hazy blue. Could it be due to the absence of you? 


Retrogress...Progress...Defeat...Triumph? 


Where do we stand? We need help in finding the promise land. Taxes, 
jobs—to name a few. Mr. Unity—we are in need of you. If I cannot find 
you to reach my destiny, then tell me Mr. Unity, were we never really free? 
Mr. Unity... 
Mr. Unity... 


Where are you now?. 
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My Love 
Adrienne Moore 


You are the type of person whom I can not be without. 

You are sweet, till I would not want to lay eyes on another man. 
You are a very generous person. 

You show me all the respect that a woman would want from a man. 
You believe in showing me a good time. 

There is never a dull moment when I am with you. 

You are the type of person whom I can not get mad with because of your 
loving ways. 

If you ever need a friend, | will always be there. 

I want you to know you are a very special person in my life. 

I will always love you. 

You have all the qualities a man possesses. 

You are a lover and a true friend. 

You make me feel important and | thank you for that. 

You are my love. 


The Fool Game 
Edwin Bryant 


It seems that love is just a game we play, 
while in this moment of displeasure and dismay. 
As they say, it’s not who wins but how well you play the game, 
as though striving for that Hall of Fame. 
We, the players, but only lovers in disguise, 
believing. . . deceiving. . . to play you must be wise. 
Although this game is designed for two, 
look out, the other just might be you! 
Until this very day, I don’t believe anyone can truly say, 
that they haven’t met their dreadful defeat. 
Remember, winners never quit and quitters never win. 
It’s all the same when you play ‘‘The fool game. ’’ 
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THE PLAYWRIGHT, THE ACTOR, AND THE DIRECTOR— 
APRIL JONES 
An Interview 
by Ernest Walker, III 


I finally caught up with April Jones in the student union in between classes. 
She and Larry Huger were practicing for job interviews. April was the inter- 
viewer. 

‘‘There are too many uh’s in your answers, Larry,’’ she said as if she were 
directing him in play. 

After his interview was perfected, it was April’s turn to be the be the in- 
terviewee. She got up from her chair and walked about three feet, turned 
and mimed a knock on the invisible door of the interviewer’s office. She 
was pretending to apply for a job as an executive secretary. 

She entered. 

“‘Hello, Miss Jones.’’ 

‘‘Hello, Mr. Huger.’’ 

‘‘Why do you want this job?’’ 

‘Well, I ubhhhbhh...’’ 


April is a sophomore Dramatic Arts major from Buffalo, New York. She 
recently directed N. R. Davidson, Jr.’s El Haj Malik,a play about the life 
of Malcolm X. 

It featured actors Ronnie McNeill, Preston Barnes, Kyle Goodson, Harall 
Greene, Aretha Owens, Ronald Burke, Donna Bule, Larry Huger, and 
Sherry Stephenson. 


EW3 I’ve heard you’ve had several offers to do El Haj Malik 
elsewhere? Care to drop some names? 

AJ Besides the B. N. Duke we’ve been asked to do the play by Durham 
High School, Shaw University, St. Augustine’s College, Howard Universi- 
ty, Central Prison, and the Kinston Arts Council. 


EW3 Why did you pick this particular play? 
AJ I picked this play because I wanted to do something in honor of 
Malcolm X, he seems to be a forgotten hero. 


EW3 A play like this must have been difficult to stage. Where did your 
ideas for staging come from? 


AJ From daydreams, and dreams at night. 


EW3 Do you plan to direct any more plays? 


AJ Yes, I’d like to do a serious drama, a comedy, and a musical. 
EW3 How about writing any? 


AJ 1’m writing one now tht I’ve been working on since October of ’81. 
It’s about Malcolm X, which is also a reason why I directed this play (El Haj 
Malik) .It’s called The Angriest Man. 


EW3 Tell me about your previous acting and directing experience. 


AJ In Buffalo, I was in summer stock with a troupe called Another Pro- 
duction Street Players in a production called Forever Land; at Spelman Col- 
lege I did The Skin of Our Teeth, Antigone Jones, and Purlie Victoious; at 
Morehouse I did A Spring Affair-The Celebration of Life; and at the Fortune 
Theater in Atlanta I was in Lost in the Stars. 

Here at NCCU, I have done Death and the King’s Horseman and The 
Children’s Hour. 

I have directed Scenes from Black Theater in Soul City, NC and One Act 
Play in high school. 


EW3 What roles would you like to play? 


AJ It’s funny, but every since I was little I always wanted to play Anita 
in West Side Story. The characters I want to play are parts I’d never be cast 
as—Mama in A Raisin in the Sun; Lutie Belle Gussie Mae Jenkins in Purlie 
Victorious; Adalaide in Guys and Dolls; or even Lady Macbeth or Juliet. 


EW3 What is the hardest part of getting the play from the written page 
to the stage? 


AJ Conveying my feelings and my interpetations to the actors and the 
technical crew and getting them to put on stage what’s inside my head. 


EW3 What are your goals in life? 


AJ I want to be an director-actress, and a producer at some point. Even- 
tually better than Debbie Allen in talent and Joseph Papp in power and to 
love Larry. 


EW3 What’s the difference between a good play and a bad one? 
AJ The playwright,the actors, and the director! 


There is a great need for Black theater. It should not be limited to only Black | 
plays, however. The community should give their support to this as an art 


form. 
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The New Dream 
William Eddleman, II 


I have a dream, 

that one day 

this halo of thorns 

that hovers over my head 

as a constant reminder 

of the trial and tribulations 

that my predecessors 

have undergone judicially 

will exist no more, but 

‘‘Why does the caged bird sing’’ 
in the words of his song 

I have found, 

I have a dream 

a dream in which my eyes 

have seen the tears of blood 
running down the faces 

of the innocent 

who have seen their loved ones 
being slain in the name of justice, 
in Greensboro, North Carolina 

a picketing Communist Workers Party 
was more threatening to our society 
and freedom 

than the armed murderous 

Klu Klux Klan racist, 

my country tis of thee 

‘*To Kill a Mockingbird’’ 

yet, still 

I have a dream— 

a dream that one day 

there will exist a true justice 
rather than 

the just us individualized 
discretionary choices 

of the five percent of the population 
that own these United States, 
that all societies will understand 
that the shafting of one man 


ee 
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is the shafting of all men 

and that this nation and 

this world will come to 

the realization 

that there exist under God 

but one race, 

without color or pigmenation, 

of equal human beings, 

with equal rights! 

This is the dream! 

God keep our dreams for the future 
from being lived as the 

nightmares that they have in the past 


Who Am I? 
Keith Neal 


Who am I 
is the question that races through 
my mind. 
Am I 
good or bad? 
kind or evil? 
Am I 
being myself in the presence of 
my friends? 
Am I : 
acting out a charcter that I 
like to pretend? 
Its a difficult question, 
and I sure you ask why, 
Because its hard to discover 
just who am I? 
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Together 
Beverly Pickett 


Once upon a time, there were two little seeds. Each seed was different 
from the other. They stayed in separate worlds until one day someone got 
curious and wanted to know what kind of blossom would come up if he 
planted the two seeds together. So, one day he put the seeds into one big 
pot and put up a little fence between them. As the days went on the little 
seeds began to grow. Like all plants they had their rough days and their 
good ones. There were times when each plant felt that he was all alone, un- 
til the other plant leaned over so that the sun would smile on the sad one. 

The days became years and the two seeds continued to grow. Their roots 
began to tangle at the bottom and their leaves began to spread over the little 
fence between them. Their leaves grew and grew until now they are bound 
so tightly, that it would be impossible to separate them. 

We are the seeds in the pot. We were taken from our own world and 
placed in a new one. One in which we couldn’t even be with each other. 
But every now and then we would find some way to meet when were 
down.Through the years we gain strength from each other. A bond so 
strong that it would be impossible to break, and it all came from growing up 


TOGETHER! 
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Many Years Have Passed 
Brenda D. Fredlaw 


Many years have passed... 
But we still fight the battle—the endless 
battles 
against prejudice and discrimination. 
For each of us are as worthy as the next person 
to live and enjoy the—well, whatever there is 
to joy 
whether it be to use a public toilet or; 
to dress to one’s own satisfaction; or 
merely to express one’s self in a 
‘‘self-believed’’ acceptable manner. 
Will we ever overcome the burdens 
Will they ever outgrow their nasty remarks 
Will this nation ever become unified? 
Maybe time will tell, but 
many years have passed. 
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Emotional Analysis 
William C. Harris 


I can’t quite explain why I feel like I do 

I’m not very good at expressing in words 

Emotions inside of me and things that I feel 

I’m not so sure what I mean are the thoughts that you heard 


Some men are complex and their minds are like mazes 
Others are shallow with predictive behaviors 

I’m just a quiet man with simple emotions 

I’m nobody’s fool and nobody’s savior 


When I say that I like you I mean simply that 
No alterior motives and no strings attached 
I’ve never experienced a woman like you 

I feel that somehow we are equally matched 


So don’t try to quess me or figure me out 

Don’t throw up your hands and give up all hope 
Don’t analyze and scrutinize and disect my feelings 
Don’t view things I do through your love microscope 


We enjoy each others company 

As long as we do then we'll never part 

I'll always treasure my time spent with you 
Cause you stay on my mind and reside in heart 


, 
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Why I Love Chocolate 
April A. Jones 
I love Chocolate 
because, 
it reminds me of... 
YOU! 
Dark and sweet 

and rich, 


rich and smooth. 
Dark velvet skin 
inlaid with 
those beautiful brown eyes 
that sparkle with joy 
or smolder... 
with passion 


Sweet 
lips 
that 
always find home, 
when they... 
touch 


mine. 
Rich inner strengh and beauty that 
I treasure and respect, simply because I love You! 
...and smooth??? 
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The Birch and the Ebony 
Daniel B. Coleman 


“*It’s true we came from different forests 
with different roots and different leaves. 
Transplanted, though, we share the soil,’’ 
Said the birch unto the ebony. 


The ebony remained undaunted 
By this heartfelt sentiment 

and stared ahead into the future 
Never swaying in the wind. 


‘‘The birch has always been greedy’’ 

said aloud the ebony, 

‘‘You take the earth, but you’re not needy 
stealing from our fertile seeds. ’’ 


The birch knew that these words were true 
From past history of his kind 

But deep inside, through understanding, 
He knew he’d change the ebony’s mind. 


Don’t turn your back upon the birch 
That stands awaiting in the glen 


For peace on earth begins with trust 


For all the trees and all the men. 


‘e 
. 
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Black Reality—November First, 
1981 
Tony Harkley 


Black Reality—November first, nineteen-eighty-one. My reality is lost to 
me—my actuality is a myth for me—in this society—full of impiety. But is 
this truae—does this imply—or is this another calculated lie. My reality, 
make not lost to me—my actuality may not be a myth for me—but a 
travesty—conjured up by this demonic society—to belittle me. So I must 
educate—before its too late—to rove existence of reality—before I become 
another homocidal fatality. 


The Imaginary World 
Michelle Sealey 


Oh, it is so beautiful to me. 
But all of a sudden, here comes reality. 

Today, feels so great to be in that imaginary world. 
We'll tomorrow, I’ll be an entirely different girl. 

The riches, peace, and quietness I can have in this place. 
Just look at this happy expression on my face. 

Oh no, reality just came and took it all away. 
Will the imaginary world ever be here for a forever stay? 

So sad, back to all the ugliness on earth. 
I must go back. I mean to the imaginary world not my birth. 
The feelings and thoughts that I experience are more than great. 

So one day reality, you must have to wait. 
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No Poem 
John Thomas 


I wasn’t feeling poetic today, 

So I decided not to write. 

My pen just didn’t have the feeling, 
My hand just didn’t have the bite. 
Tomorrow, I’ll start all over, 

I'll give it one more try. 

Today, I don’t feel the love, 
Today, my pen just won’t cry. 


Adsult Relationship 
John Thomas 


Anticipation 
We meet, we talk, and see something in you. 


Discovery 
Your eyes, aglow, they know—and we 
realize there’s more than it apears here. 


Sensuality 
In your sweet touch; the love we make. 


Awareness 
Our feelings and emotions are continuos 
and impermeable. 


Understanding 


For each other, mutual love, respect, and caring. 


Today 
We live, we love and we see something 
within one another... 
and we know we’ve grown together. 
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Real Love 
John Thomas 


What is this thing I feel? 

Is it rage or 

Frustration? 

Is it jealousy or 

manipulation? 

Is it a game of 

sisters and brothers 

or how about 

a war of friends and lovers? 

I am a writer of small proportions, 
yet, 

I am in love in large degrees. 

I] am a person of many emotions 
but, 

for us to make it we both must see; 
that what this thing I think and feel 
by now I hope you know is real. 

I Love You—and that is real! 


Harvest 
John Thomas 


Her eyes glanced toward mine 

and I catch a shy smile. 

I watch her as she walks, 

positively,as if swayed by the wind. 

She senses my attraction, and 

for the first time she acknowledges hers... 


Our words and thoughts are awkward—at first, 
until we know one another. 

Now we touch, we kiss, we love each other; 
and each day is like a new harvest— 

filled with the anticipation of pruning 

the seeds of love we planted yesterday. 
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Marion V. McKinney 


Don’t look at me as though I’m the enemy, 
I have eaten my share of black-eyed peas and cornbread 
Only I didn’t know it was soul food. 


My parents were the son and daughter 
of Georgia sharecroppers, so I 

wasn’t born with a silver spoon 

in my mouth— 


So when you make assumptions, 

remember we are both eating the same manure, 
so let’s stop fighting 

over the spoon. 


Skin Tone 
Shelia Smith 


My skin is Black. 
Should I be deprived, 
just because of the color of my skin? 
No, You get what You want. 
I should get what I want. 
Don’t try to push me around, 
and think I won’t do anything. 
I will stand up for my 
people,... because 


Our skin is Black. 


ce 
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To Love a Black Man 
Kimberly Moore 


Why are his arms so enveloping and sensuous, like the night? 

Why do mine hold him so tight? 

Why do his beautiful, caramel lips taste so sweet? 

Why do my little pink lips burn with his heat? 

Why, when I lie against him, does my body looks so white? 

But my whitness makes him beautiful—black like the night. 

Why do black girls hate me, just because I love him so? 

Talkin’ about, ‘‘What does she want to mess with one of our men fo’’’? 
Why does society think it’s ugly, cheap, and wrong, 

When he’s the one I’ve been searching for all along? 

Why do my parents say, ‘‘No! Never! Not at any cost’’! 

When I love him with a passion that they've OBVIOUSLY lost? 

How can he make me laugh and cry all in the same heartbeat? 

When he touches me why do I shiver—all the way down to my feet? 

I can’t answer these questions, but I’ll explain what | CAN—I just fell in 
love with the MAN! 


Iam a Unique Woman 
Adrienne Moore 


I do not need three or four men to satisfy me. 

One man is enough. 

I have never been a woman who has had more than one man at a time. 
I want a man who will understand me, like I understand him. 

I am the type of woman who believes in being honest in a relationship. 
In order for a man and woman to have a long happy and enjoyable relation- 
ship. 

They have to accept things that might happen in front of the other. 

But it’s all about a matter of respect for one another. 

Some things that people say, you can not always believe. 

Some people are not satisfied because they see that you have a good rela- 
tionship. 

If my man gives me respect, what more can | ask from him. 

I feel, if one man cannot do the job, it is time to let go and press forward. 
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Is It Possible? 
April A. Jones 


Is it possible for me to love you 


too much? 
to want you 
too much? 
to need you 
too much? 
Or is it even enough? 
Is it possible for me to share my life 
with you... 
by your side— 


and you by mine? 
Can we build a future together 
full of respect and understanding? 
Can this dream eve come true? 
Is it possible for me to mother your children 
and raise them strong and proud? 
Watching them grow 
and carry on our ability to love. 
Do you ‘‘think’’ that it’s possible for us 
to remain as we are 
determined to be together? 
Is it possible? 
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i love you 
because... 
you give so much to me 
strength, 
determination 
respect 
trust 
hope 
and— 
your love 
with you by my side— 
i fear nothing. 
with you in my heart— 
i need nothing. 
with you in my arms— 
i need no one else. 
the ultimate fantasy 
is what you are 
full of love 
and dreams 
of the future. 


and letting no one guide your innermost feelings... 


Its not easy to love 
but its beautiful 
and worth the time 
with you! 


for me. 


Pag | 
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I want to touch you 
your hand, you lips, your heart. 
I live to feel you— 


your smile, your gaze, your caress. 

I long to love you 

all over, your innermost self. 

I wish to share me 

in all my intimacy, 

in all our privacy, 

with all my sensuality 

and all intensity...but, 

I am like sand on a beach with you— 
As the waves roll in 

I am constantly moving with them... 
(Take my hand and roll with me) 
To my...secret place. 


Ex Umbra 
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The Black Woman 


Lisa Freeman 


The Lord is the Light 
And the Light shines on us all 
But nothing, anywhere, reflects 
Like 

The Black Woman 
She is beautiful...with a rainbow 
of colors in her heritage. 
She is strong 
the boundaries of life shan’t 
ever control her 
She moves the boundaries herself...wherever she wants, 
and whenever she gets ready 
she can walk by you and simply 
smile, and you can feel her 
run through you like a shimmering fire 
or she can strut by you swiftly 
and show off, for you know her 
beauty is indomitable, and infinite. 
She is graceful. 

As a swan? Or maybe a deer? 
No! (laugh) 
There is nothing to compare with her grace. 
She is active. 
Not only phsically, for 
she helps her neighbors and loved ones, 
and all those she can, for her love 
is shining like a diamond, 
pure as a crystal and surely it is undying 
So the next time you see a Black Woman, 
watch her, 
you will see her colorful beauty, 
her glistening eyes, 
her brilliant smile, 
her invincible grace 
and her undying love... 
The Lord is the Light 
and the Light shines on us all, 
But nothing anywhere reflects 
like 
the Black Woman. 
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Janice Crump, a graduate of NCCU, is the mother of three children and a 
reporter for WT VD, Channel 11, in Durham. The Monster Movie is a true 


story. 
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The Monster Movie 
By Janice Crump 


Going to the movies is no big deal unless you’re poor and your next-door 
neighbor is the country-church graveyard, and you’re finally going to get to 
see that big, green monster that ate New York City. I had two older 
brothers—Ronald, 8, and Jerry, 9. The three of us had spent the morning 
chasing squirrels through the woods behind our house. So when our mom 
announced that she was taking us to the matinee, it was just cause for jump- 
ing up and down and clapping. 

We were used to going to the drive-in. In our small, farm community of 
Monroeville, Alabama, it was the only place—other than the indoor 
theater—that people admitted to going for entertainment. And it was the 
only place that our family of ten, with eight children under the age of nine, 
could go without being cited for disturbing the peace. It was cheap, 
wholesome fun, but a trip to an honest-to-goodness indoor movie house 
was definitely a step up. No more sitting in the back seat of the family car 
while windows fogged up, babies cried and speakers invariably broke down 
during the most exciting part of the picture. 

The show started at 2:00 p.m., but we were ready to go by noon. My 
brothers played tag outside while I watched our mother dress. She was so 
pretty. I decided it was more fun to watch her put on her makeup and comb 
her long, black hair than play with my brothers. The thick curls made a 
striking contrast against her peach-colored skin. She smiled at my reflection 
in the mirror as I stood there watching her in wide-eyed adoration. 

Soon it was time to go. We piled into the old, 1949 Ford and started 
down the dusty, tree-lined road that led into town. As my brothers played a 
noisy game on the back seat, I sat next to our mother on the front. I was a 
skinny, sober seven-year-old with fudge-colored skin and a Mona Lisa 
smile. I was also a tomboy, and could jump gullies or climb trees as well as 
my brothers. I was not an emotional child, or at least didn’t appear to be. 
Sitting calmly while I literally brimmed over with anticipation was not out of 
character. Being too short to look out of the front window, I got on my 
knees so I could see where we were going. The roadsides were literally 
choking with kudzu and wild honeysuckle. I studied the humble, wooden 
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shacks that dotted the landscape and wondered what would happen if a 
monster came to eat Monroeville. It probably wouldn’t stay long, I decided, 
unless it liked kudzu because there wasn’t much else here to eat. I dismissed 
the thought and slid back on my seat. 

At last the old Ford chugged to a halt across from the theater. My 
brothers, disregarding our mother’s pleas to watch out for cars, scampered 
into the street. I grabbed her hand, and we rushed across the street after 
them. There were not many people attending the matinee, so we bought 
tickets and walked right in. Unable to contain our excitement any longer, 
we broke away from our mother and dashed down the aisle to the front row 
seats. The short subjects were just ending. The moment we had waited for 
all day had finally arrived. 

The monster appeared. It was awesome—a fierce, green, dinosaur-like 
creature that spanned the entire length of the screen. Being on the front row 
made me feel as if I were one of those terrified New Yorkers running and 
screaming through the streets. I shuddered and placed both hands over my 
eyes, peeking through the gaps in my fingers during my few brave 
moments. I was so engrossed in the movie that I failed to notice the commo- 
tion that had started in the rear of the theatre. Meanwhile, the action on the 
screen switched from the monster to the townspeople who were busy trying 
to figure out how to stop him. 

Suddenly there was a disturbing noise in the rear of the theater. Glancing 
around, I noticed that the people near us looked angry. They were glaring at 
us and pointing their fingers in our direction. Then I saw our mother rushing 
down the aisle towards us. Fear and anger were etched on her face in tight 
lines that wrinkled her brow and curved downward toward her usually smil- 
ing mouth. Reaching me first, she snatched me out of the seat and yelled for 
my brothers to follow her. None of us understood the urgency in her voice 
or the horrified expression on her face. In her haste, she literally dragged my 
slight frame down the aisle. My brothers lumbered out after us. 

When we reached the lobby, our mother pointed to a faded, cardboard 
sign that hung over a side entrance to the auditorium. It brought us face-to- 
face with reality, driving home the reason for the crowd’s hostility. 

It read ‘‘COLORED.’’ 

With each step that took me up the winding stairway to the smelly 
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balcony, the pain of rejection grew deeper and more encompassing. By the 
time I sat down in the worn, tattered seats, tears were streaming down my 
face. I spent the rest of the movie trying to wish away the bitterness and 
humiliation I felt. Our mother had not needed to explain the meaning of the 
sign. It was one that we encountered on every trip into town. We were con- 
stantly being warned not to drink from THEIR fountain or use THEIR 
restroom. Before we were old enough to know what it meant to be human, 
we had to learn to survive in a world that thought of us as little more than 
animals. 
* * * 

Today, when I walk into a theater with my kids, they immediately break 
away and run for the front-row seats. The monsters are not big and green 
anymore. They’re dressed in hoods and capes and they drive supersonic star 
ships. But I guess the best seats in the house are still on the front row. 

And after all these years, I still have to remind myself that it’s all right 
for them to sit there. 
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The Wizard and the Mirror 
(A Rhyming Fable) 
Darryl E. Hylton 


One midday, a wizard was in his castle with a problem... 


Mirror, mirror on the wall which color black is the beauteous of all? 
The brown, red, bronze, or coal black that looks blue; 

you can hardly tell the difference between the two. 

Mirror! I need to know quicker than quick 

For I have a woman brewing without color in the mix. 

She’s going to be a sweet 36-24-36 

with silky hair and cotton-soft lips. 

So mirror, please tell me the color black I should use. 

I want her to be perfect, but I’m so confused. 


My wise and ingenious wizard, I’m shocked at you. 

you can change the time and seasons, yet here you know not what to do. 
Black is black, one is just like the other. 

because black is beautiful whatever shade its color 

brown, red, bronze, and the coal black that looks blue. 

So my wizardly friend, go back to your brew; 

put in a color black or combination of two. 


Later... 


Mirror, mirror, oh so true, I’m glad I came to talk with you. 
One shade of black as beautiful as the other, 
so I made a black woman one of each color. 


Wizard you’ve learned, and you’ve learned well. Now remember what 
you've learned so others you can tell. 


Oh! Magic mirror, there’s one other small problem I hope you can solve, 
because things here look grim. 

This is the last time you will be bothered; 

I have these fine women... 


...How much do you need, wizard? 
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(A Rhyming Fable) 
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Silent Fury 
William C. Harris III 


Have you ever met a person 

Who was quiet and reserved 

Yet possessed such strenth of character 

That they thought and felt with every nerve 


Have you ever ;ooked onto a face 

And seen in the eyes quiet ambition 

And knew that they would change ther world 

Not because it’s required, but by their own volition 


How many times does one meet a Ghandi 

Or experience Lindberg’s spirit for living 
These people had and inner light 

That shone so brightly when they were giving 


That specialsomething that made Ashe hit smashes 
That incredible quality that made Joplin play 

That quiet ability that made Einstein a genious 
That silent fury that paved history’s way 


And you too possess this silent fury 

That psychic energy conveyed to others 

Without the sound of the spoken word 

You express your character to sisters and brothers 


And if this fury is nurtured and grows 
And is channeled in many possitive directions 
Then it may be you I give my vote to 
In the turbent and upcoming political elections 


For silent fury is a unique quality 
Found once in a trillion boys and girls 
For with silent fury and perserverance 

It will be your turn to change the world 
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Let the Doorknob Hit You 


Where the Good Lord Split You! ! 
Wanda Turner 


Flowers? Candy? 

Boy, you know you’ve really done it this time. 
Did you really think these material things could 
ever change my mind? 

Well darling, I’m just too sorry my dear. 

It’s over honey... yes, we’re through... 

Am I making myself perfectly clear? 


How could you expect me to overlook the things you’ve done? 
Out of love? Oh darling, my, that was a good one. 

And I suppose the other girl you were dating was 

out of love for me too. 

Let me ask you one question, but watch your mouth, 

Do I look that dumb to you? 


Just how long did you think you could continue 

this little charade? 

Don’t you realize that love is a part of life and 

not a game to be played? 

Tell me, did you ever think of what you might say 

if I ever found out? 

Not really? Oh, I see. You were so cool, so-so suave that you knew you 
could get over without a doubt. 


What? Did you just say you loved me? Did you just tell me how much 
you cared? 
Well at least you did use the past tense, you can take the present tense 
elsewhere. 


Oh, so now you need me—without me you’d rather be dead? 
Now I wonder why these things never occurred to you while SHE was in 
your bed. 


Darling, your actions have definitely left a lot to be desired. 
Hey, I have some studying to do, 
So leave you’ve just been fired! 
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Missing You 
Adrienne Moore 


I miss you, so very much. 

When you come to visit, I hate to see you go. 

It seems like forever until I will see you again. 

Even though we are only 30 miles apart, I guess it seems like 100. 
Before lone it will all be over, and I will not have to miss you any more. 
But until then, I will sit and wait. 

I always look forward for the weekends, when I know I am going to be 
with you. 

Soon, I won’t have to settle for weekends alone. 

I miss you, so much. 


Alone 
April A Jones 


Without you here, 
My heart feels empty— 
Without you here, 
My body aches for you touch. 
Miles may keep us apart 
but my heart is in your hands 
for you 
to hold gently... 
and love 
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My Vision So Divine 


With sparkling eyes, 
and a soft-toned face. 
A smooth, silky body, 


in a silohette grace. 


Sumptuous lips, 

and personality devine; 
long, flowing hair, 
with beauty so fine. 


From the first time we met, 

I could see someone kind. 

It’s now easy to understand, 
why you’re always on my mind. 


If it’s love that I feel 

and | pray that it would be, 
how can I express it to you, 
my devine Melanie. 
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Tell Me Something Different 
Stephanie A. Davis 


They told me there was nothing 
I could do or say to change 
things, all I could do was pray. 


I was being stubborn. 


Tears fell to find no ground. 
There was not any evidence of 
SOITOW. 

He was marked. 


The mark of a silly unforgiven, 
heathen, hypocritical society that 
knew no sympathy. 

The convoy of mixed emotions and 
thoughts seemed to swirl inside my 
head like a pig giving birth to 
hypertension. 

Why did they have to take him away® 


He wasn’t guilty. 


Never thought it would be this way 
but that’s the way of the world. 


It turns me just like my mind. 
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Soldier’s Prayer 
Kimberly Moore 


I don’t know what to do 

I don’t know how I should feel 
To know that by anyone’s bullet, 
any moment I could be killed. 


I love you, Mom 

I miss you, Dad 
You’re the best friends 
I ever had. 


Dad, remember the walks up the tall, cool, mountain? 

And I was so short, 

that you had to hold me up to the park’s water fountain? 

Mom, you changed my diapers, cleaned me up when I hurt and I bled, and 
remember those clear summer nights? 

all the times that you tucked me in bed? 


I am bleeding now. 


Tell sis hello, 

and to hold her head up high, 

and to never marry an Army Man, 
‘cause he’ll just make her cry. 


Three cheers for Old Glory— 
now she’s shedding her skin. 
Falling from her pedestal, 


never to rise again. 
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It seems like only hours ago, 

I was taking an English test, 
And then I got that draft letter— 
and I know it ain’t for the best. 


Men are screaming ‘‘Jesus’’ 

And some of them, are praying. 
But most of them, with blank faces 
are laying there, just laying. 


The shots are so loud, 

I can hardly think to write 
the pain is so bad, 

I must give up the fight. . . 


Like I was saying, Mom, 

no Band-aid is gonna stop this bleeding. 
The whole war has gone all wrong. 

Mom, Dad, make them let me come home! 


I want to touch you 

your hand, you lips, your heart 

I live to feel you 

your smile, your gaze, your caress 

I long to love you 

all over, your innermost self. 

I wish to share me 

in all my intimacy, 

in all our privacy, 

with all my sensuality 

and all intensity...but, 

I am like sand on a beach with you— 
As the waves roll in 

I am constantly moving with them... 
(Take my hand and roll with me) 


To my...secret place. 
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Princess Debbie 
(First Encounter) 
Edwin Bryant 


Complete strangers when first we met; 
remembering the eye games that were innocent, yet irresistible. 
You glance with the shyness of a child, 

though being inviting, warm, and mild. 


I carried on in my usually suave way, 

gathering facts about you without delay. 
Hey, what’s her name? Where does she live? 
I knew within my heart you were something special. 


Looking at you with my careful smile, 

hoping that you admired my style. . . 
Wondering whether to move or stay, 

I’ll never forget that afternoon amid May. 


Calming nerves to say hello, 

my body trembled like a pup in winter snow. 
After it was all said and done, 
I found myself on a new adventure. 
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Killing Two Love Birds With One Stone 
PD (Beans) 


We met, we shared, we loved, we desired one another. 

Our emotions turned us from being just friends into lovers. 

Their was only one problem with our relationship; I was still second in her 
life. 

Her relationship was not with another male, but only a puff of smoke. 
A puff of smoke which was in its own way handsome, sexy, and had the 
abitlity to calm her nerves. 

The competition between me and old Smokey is stiff. 

Sometimes I win and sometimes it wins. 

If we stood side by side, and she had to choose, I wonder who would be the 
lucky one. 

She loves me and this I hnow, for she often whispers in her sweet voice I 
love you. 

I am similar to Smokey for I have been told that | am handsome, and some 
even say sexy. 

The difference is that while I sometimes make her upset, Smokey never 
does. 

For you see, Smokey does not have the ability to talk, but a good listener he 
surely is. 

She just whispers to Smokey’s filtering ears, and after her talk with Smokey 
everything is alright. 

I guess I’m just jealous for I am human, it is not and it persuades without 
even a murmur. 

I feel pain every time I see those two together, for it kissed her lips long 
before I did. 

I keep thinking that one day Smokey is going to hurt her for I have heard 
how his kind has done others. 

Maybe she will one day, before it is too late, realize that I am the one who 
really loves her. 
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ALEX HALEY 
THE SECOND PART OF AN INTERVIEW 
BY DR. JEFFREY ELLIOT 


JE: Do you enjoy the actual process of writing? 

AH: Hell, I never said it wasn’t pleasant. I love it. Let me tell you, if I 
could choose, if the good Lord would say to me, ’’You tell me anything on 
earth you’d like to be, and I will wave my wand and it will be thus,’’ I 
would rather be a writer than anything else. I think it’s a privileged profes- 
sion, like the ministry or medicine. This room is covered with awards, pla- 
ques, testimonials, and citations from around the world. All because I, out 
of little Henning, Tennessee, was, by some miracle, able to sit down with 
some blank sheets of paper and put some words on them, and reach about 
the world. I don’t know anything on earth that can transcend that sense of 
humble satisfaction. And I don’t say that loosely. You’re a fool if you don’t 
feel humble. I could go to Timbuktu and be welcomed as the author of 
Roots. The biggest mob scenes I’ve ever been involved in were in Denmark 
and Japan. But it’s world-wide. You cannot transcend the blessing, the 
privilege, the honor that it is to be a writer who has had the good fortune to 
do something that has had that kind of scope. 


JE: Are you a harsh critic of your own work? 

AH: | always feel I can do better, but at the same time, you can overdo 
something. You can write to a certain point, thinking you can improve it, 
but if you keep changing it, you can do real harm. I wouldn’t send it out if I 
didn’t like it. 

JE: Some writers are painfully sensitive to criticism. Have you been much 
affected by your critics? 

AH: I really couldn’t care less what a critic may say about what I write. 
Most of them are people who are much like other people. They have never 
impressed me as being gods. I really think I know more about what I’m do- 
ing than they do. There are critics for whom I have the highest respect; they 
know what they’re writing about, including what I’m writing about. That 
was true for critics of Roots. Fortunately, Roots was praised far more than it 
was criticized. Maybe I even got spoiled by the inundation of praise that it 
received. 
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One critic wrote that I had used barbed wire fencing 40 years before 
barbed wire was invented. That was sharp. I really should have caught that. 
Maybe I would have if I’d reread the manuscript for things like that. But 
after you’ve worked 12 years on a book, and after youve spent three years 
in actual writing, the last month is like a wild push, working just as long as 
you can stay awake. I really didn’t feel like I was going to take a suicide pill 
because of that barbed wire. But I respect this particular critic and told him 
so. 

Still, I like to think that given the choice to be the creator or the critic, | 
would always choose to be the creator. I have a high professional regard for 
the great bulk of critics. But...1 remember talking to an inviewer once about 
oral history, and I was saying something like, ‘‘Well, oral history, as was 
true of Roots, was the genesis of Homer’s Odyssey. It was the genesis, 
really, of the Old Testament of the Bible.’’ And I was trying to explain 
about oral history, as he very well knew. But the guy wrote a thing that 
came out titled, ‘‘Alex Haley Compares Roots with Bible and Homer’s 
Odyssey.’’ He made me appear vain to the point of insufferability. He 
totally twisted my thought. I would never say that. I would never think it. 
These are the kinds of things that can happen. Fortunately, most inter- 
viewers are not so inclined. Once in a while, you get one like that. I can 
often pick them out by listening to the tone of their questions, and then I go 
on the defensive and start giving plastic responses. 

JE: You conducted the first ‘‘Playboy Interview.’’ How did that come 
about? 

AH: The editors initiated the interview concept; I was simply assigned 
the first one (Miles Davis), as well as numerous others over the years. I did, 
however, introduce the basic form of the interview—namely, a lengthy in- 
troduction (focusing on the subject and his world), followed by a series of 
in-depth questions and answers. The first interview was well received, and 
so the editors decided to stick with the format I proposed. 

JE: What was it about the interview process that attracted you? Did you 
find it difficult to write negative things about the people you interviewed, 
particularly those you may have liked? 

AH: For me, the challenge of the interview was trying to really tap into 
the subject—this was no mean feat. There are some interviewers who turn 
you off quickly, for a variety of reasons. I like to study the person, study 
what they’ve done, be low-key in my approach with them, take time to do 
the interview, project by my manner and my sincerity (which really has to 
be sincere) that I am genuinely interested in what they did and how they did 
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it. Sometimes a question is asked that causes the person who is asked the 
question to stop and think, yeah, that’s something interesting to think about 
by himself, which he might not have thought about. If you can do that, if 
you can get that kind of psychic interaction going between you and the sub- 
ject, you will generally get a good interview. I have had the good luck that 
of the people I’ve interviewed, most have zemained good friends over long 
periods of time. Some of them become very close friends. 

George Linwvin Rockwell (leader of the American Nazi Party) was pro- 
bably the single most exi‘larating interview I ever did. We didn’t agree on 
a-syllable, but I found the nian a fascinating study. He had an opinion of 
black people as a whole, that we are sort of advanced simians. It astonished 
me that he found it astonishing, in turn, that I could type; and it tickled me 
privately to get on his electric typewritez and go...I never type like that nor- 
mally. I did it just to show off, because it amazed him. Well, hell yes, I can 
type fast, but in writing you don’t need to type fast. If I can average eight 
words a minute, I am doing great. But people tyvically think in terms. of 
speed, not as a function to express ideas on paper. 

My job as an interviewer was to interpret, to become a conduit between 
the subject and the reader, whether the subject was Pryllis Diller or 
Rockwell. In a way, it was quite poignant to interview Rockwe'l, because 
he was very concerned with death; he felt he was going to be killed before 
long. There were three people I interviewed for Playboy who were ‘ster 
assassinated—him, Malcolm X, and Dr. King—all three saw the imminence 
of death. But I just felt, and feel, if you’re interviewing someone, if you’re 
going to do an honest job, then you’re not there to knock what they say, 
even though you may very much disagree with it. You’re there to com- 
municate their ideas. Later, you may write a piece at odds with what they 
say. 

JE: A few years ago you were involved in a much-publicized plagiarism 
suit, in which it was charged that you lifted large portions of Roots from a 
previously published work. Would you consider the Courtlander case also 
‘‘part’’ of the territory? 

AH: As far as the Courtlander case is concerned, I learned several in- 
teresting things. There were numerous lawsuits regarding Roots. Now, | 
knew it was inevitable that Roots would bring lawsuits, just because of its 
enormous success. However, the only case people know anything about, 
was the one I settled, with enormous publicity. Nobody knows anything 
about the cases brought against me that I won with classic legal decisions in 
my favor. You know why? Because they got no space in the newspapers. 
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They weren’t news. They weren’t exciting. They weren’t titillating. | have 
since learned, and I will talk very little about it, never to get deep into a fray 
with anybody who has nothing do lose, because you have something to 
lose. You’re the main guy. The only reason that case ever got to court was 
because I had the name. If we had been two people of his stature, it would 
never have been reported in the first place. Because you’re the big guy, 
you’re the defendant, and you’re in the position of always saying, ‘‘I 
didn’t do all the terrible things ‘they’ keep saying I did.’’ And the press 
keeps feeding ‘‘them.’’ 

You’re a target. You represent potential money that someone else might 
get by claiming that you took something from them. One of the sad results 
is that now, if I could help some people, I don’t, I dare not try. I suppose I 
receive 50 unsolicited manuscripts a month—from people who know I’m a 
writer, who know I’ve had a certain success, who hope I will read their 
stuff, maybe give them a suggestion or two, perhaps recommend an agent 
or a publisher, or in some way help them. At one time, I would try to 
faithfully read those manuscripts, at least to some extent. I’ve had the 
pleasure, the joy, of helping to get a few manuscripts published, because I 
knew where I could send them, who would like them and publish them. But 
now what happens? As a result of these court cases, I don’t read anything 
that comes into the office. Mail is opened by my secretaries. Once they see 
a manuscript, they will not open it. There’s one letter that goes back with it 
unopened, explaining why we sent it back. And if we couldn’t tell from the 
package that it was a manuscript, there’s a letter that goes back with that, 
explaining it was opened by mistake,but that I cannot afford to read such 
things. 

JE: Did you ever fear in the Courtlander case that people would interpret 
an out-of-court settlement as an admission of guilt? 

AH: That had to be taken into consideration. The public is much too 
_ quick to accept any potential negative. That’s a fact of life. When I made 

my choice to settle, that was part of the choice I made. Regrettably, many 
people did interpret it that way. So be it. The greater reason why I settled is 
private, but involves the fact that I did not want the blight of trial going on 
before the miniseries Roots II was about to come out. So by settling, the - 
whole affair was over by the time the film came out. So by settling, the . 
whole affair was over by the time the film came out. Otherwise, it would 
have been a different scene. That was my main consideration. Many people 
had done so much to make that series, I’m glad I took the action I did. I on- 
ly wish I had done it earlier. 
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JE: Are you concerned about how you’re viewed by the public? 

AH: Prior to Roots, I didn’t have any image to be concerned about. Who 
cared? Who knew me? Right after Roots, | became more conscious because 
people were always talking about my ‘‘image.’’ And sometimes I’ll do 
something because my agent says my image requires it. I’d say in the past 
few years, though, I’ve tried fairly conscientiously, to work at simply being 
me. I do a lot of things that people are always telling me I shouldn’t do 
because of who I am and what I represent. For example, I shouldn’t walk 
around in the street or in such-and-such a place. I shouldn’t go in a dumpy 
restaurant and eat. But I do those things because I enjoy them. One night, 
for instance, while writine at 2 or 3 in the morning, I ran our of creamer 
while drinking coffee, and decided to go out and get some more. I knew 
there were 7-Eleven grocery stores all over town. So I went out, with my 
head into what I was writing, got into the car, and began to drive, just 
covering ground, thinking about what I was writing. I drove for maybe a 
half of an hour, not knowing where I was going. Then I saw a 7-Eleven. | 
pulled up into the lot, got out and locked the door and started walking 
toward the store. I guess I’d taken six, seven, eight steps, when I became 
aware of about six guys walking toward me, spead out, fanned. Young 
black guys, between 18 and 20 years old. Tough. All of a sudden it hit me, 
‘Jesus, what the hell have I done?’’ I’d know exactly where I was, except 
that I was in an area | had no business in at 3 a.m. The guy who wasbut 
that I cannot afford to read such things. 

JE: Did you ever fear in the Courtlander case that people would interpret 
an out-of-court settlement as an admission of guilt? 

AH: That had to be taken into consideration. The public is much too 
quick to accept any potential negative. That’s a fact of life. When i made 
my choice to settle, that was part of the choice I made. Regrettably, many 
people did interpret it that way. So be it. The greater reason why I settled is 
private, but involves the fact that I did not want the blight of trial going on 
before the miniseries Roots II] was about to come out. So by settling, the 
whole affair was over by the time the film came out. So by settling, the 
whole affair was over by the time the film came out. Otherwise, it would 
have been a different scene. That was my main consideration. Many people 
had done so much to make that series, I’m glad I took the action I did. I on- 
ly wish I had done it earlier. 

JE: Are you concerned about how you’re viewed by the public? 

AH: Prior to Roots, I didn’t have any image to be concerned about. Who 
cared? Who knew me? Right after Roots, I became more conscious because 
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people were always talking about my ‘‘image.’’ And sometimes I’ll do 
something because my agent says my image requires it. I’d say in the past 
few years, though, I’ve tried fairly conscientiously, to work at simply being 
me. I do a lot of things that people are always telling me I shouldn’t do 
because of who I am and what I represent. For example, I shouldn’t walk 
around in the street or in such-and-such a place. I should go in a dumpy 
restaurant and eat. but I do those things because I enjoy them. One night, 
for instance, while writine at 2 or 3 in the morning, | ran our of creamer 
while drinking coffee, and decided to go out and get some more. I knew 
there were 7-Eleven grocery stores all over town. So I went out, with my 
head into what I was writing, got into the car, and began to drive, just 
covering ground, thinking about what I was writing. I drove for maybe a 
half of an hour, not knowing where I was going. Then I saw a 7-Eleven. | 
pulled up into the lot, got out and locked the door and started walking 
toward the store. I guess I’d taken six, seven, eight steps, when I became 
aware of about six guys walking toward me, spead out, fanned. Young 
black guys, between 18 and 20 years old. Tough. All of a sudden it hit me, 
‘‘Jesus, what the hell have I done?’’ I’d know exactly where I was, except 
that I was in an area I had no business in at 3 a.m. The guy who was ob- 
viously the leader had a big afro, over which was a knit blue cap. They were 
coming at me in a classic way, walking, narrowing as they approached. And 
I thought, ‘‘What have I gotten into here? I could be in real trouble. And it 
was my fault.’’ As they walked on, all of a sudden, the leader suddenly 
stopped, looked at me and said, ‘‘Alex?’’ And I felt this great rush of 
relief. Then he pulled off his cap and rather awkwardly said, ‘‘Oh, excuse 
me, Mr. Haley, I shouldn’t speak to you like that, ’’ meaning he should not 
have called me by my first name. Then he said, ‘‘Could I shake your 
hand?’’ There they were, six of them around me. And I felt a release of 
humble gratitude, a realization that whatever was in Roots somehow or 
other had gotten through all those layers of the things that made up the life 
those young people knew. These were tough youngsters who had grown up 
in the ghettos. They wouldn’t have pulled their caps off for the Pope. But 
something made them show me that deference—not to me the person, but 
the symbol. It took me a couple of minutes to get myself physically 
together. I stood there with them, and we drifted back to where the car 
was. They leaned against the car, and I did too, and I began to talk to them 
about their families. 1 found that a very awkward subject; they particularly 
didn’t want to talk about their parents. I realized, as I was talking to them, 
that they had come from broken families. So I talked about their grand- 
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parents, and it eased up a bit. They knew something about their grand- 
parents. I remember one moving part, where one of the boys, who had said 
nothing to that point, blurted out, ‘‘I’m a bastard! ’’ and I said to him very 
calmly, glad I could say it, ‘‘Young brother, please for me, for you, never 
say or think that about yourself, because every human being has a very 
mother and father.’’ And he thought about that. We had a lovely discussion 
for about a half hour. Then I went in and got my creamer and got in my car, 
and they all waved. 

JE: Finally, how do you view the other trappings, besides criticism and 
image, that being in the public eye brings, such money and power? 

AH: | just never got very interested in those things. I’m not putting 
down the trappings. I’m just much more interested in doing something that 
appeals to me—meaning my work being with other people. I love to talk 
with the guys who work in the garage. They’re interesting; they ve got fun 
things to talk about. I like the extreme contrasts. When I find myself in 
some elegant, very posh, almost instinctively within the next few hours [’ll 
go to a place that is quite the opposite. If I go into one of the major hotels or 
dining lounges and eat, before 24 hours pass, I’ll be in some place you 
wouldn’t want to go into, just because I enjoy going there. I like going into 
small ethnic restaurants. I love to do things for people who feel they 
couldn’t get me to do it, and who have every reason to think that. I like to 
speak at a little church or school where there is no way they could afford my 
speaking fee. I’m paid between $5,000 and $7,000 to speak for an hour. 
Last year, there were 580 request for me to speak, at upwards of $5,000 
per speech. I think I may have accepted 20 of the invitations. I just didn’t 
want to do the others. I can’t. It’s either be a writer or be a speaker. Well, 
I’m a writer. That’s where it is. But I’ve spoken 50 times at places where 
they couldn’t afford to pay me $50. I enjoy going where people are glad to 
have me come, just because they know I really wanted to. 

If I have a decission about things, I find myself asking my grandma in my 
mind, what she would do. She raised me. She is my barometer. And if 
grandma says, ‘‘Now, boy, you ought to do that,’’ then that’s what I’m 
going to do. I’m always nine or ten years old to grandma. That’s why you 
find me at so many churches and schools. Grandma said, ‘‘Now, boy, you 
go talk to them children over there.’’ And that’s where I’ll go; I’ll do it for 
grandma. 
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If Only 
Cynthia Russell 


if only you could see the beauty 
of love as I do. 


If only you could feel my 
tender touch. 


If only you could feel an 
abundabce of warmth 


in your heart 


If only, if only you could 
love as I do. 


If only you could love me. 


ce 
. 
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I Will Be In Love With You 


Keith Neal 

From the first time that I saw you, it was clear to me, 
that the task for me to do is make you mine. 
As I look into your eyes, baby, please give me a sign, 
and I will be in love with you. 
As your hear beats girl, you’ll know I’m the only one for you. 
And the times that lay ahead I cannot see. 
To me you'll always be so fine, during rainy days or sunshine. 
And I will be in love with you. 
If it’s true love that I pledge, you know we'll find a way, 
and I don’t know girl, what else there is to say. 
In all season for all times, I got one thing on my mind, 
that I will be in love with you. 

You Are Loved 

Stephanie Davis 


It took me by surprise, 
the unexpected pleasure of loving you. 


the bubble has burst. 


I come to life with thoughts of 
you 
Its pure estacy. 


When I look at you I see beyond 
all physical elements. 


I see the sun. 

I hear the birds and their melodies. 
I smell the flowers of sweetness. 

I taste the truth of you. 

I feel all of you. 


And it is then, I know you love me, too! 
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a moment ago 
Sharon Baucum 


just a moment ago, 

I lay back and closed my eyes so very very tightly 
and thoughts of you and the day we met 

rushed through my mind. 

then suddenly, 

a subtle smile swept across my face. 

there you were, sitting across the room 

watching me with those eyes 

and I felt a tingle gush through my entire body. 
and from that moment on... . 

I realized that I had never before touched on love. 
so, quite often you see 

moments with you quickly feels my head 

and sadness just as quickly startles my heart. 

it was just a moment ago, 

just a 60-second thought that lingered on and on 
engrossed with moments of many yesterdays of you and I 
vowing to make our love an eternal pact. 

but suddenly, 

reality slapped me hard on the face 

so abruptly, so cruel. 

and I opened my eyes 

soft wet tears flowed slowly down my cheeks 

in quiet protest 

reaching out to you 

to love me for just one moment more. 


ce 
. 
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The River Called Life 


I awoke to the sound of the morning rain 
Washing over all mankind 

And as I wondered what the day would bring 
You were the first thing on my mind 


And as I listened to the water trickle 

I thought of how mighty rivers start 

How we began with just a glance 

Now turbulent emotions flow through my heart 


For the rain is the source that nourishes oceans 
As the downpour of water flows into the sea 
My life without you would be very empty 
Your love is the strength that replinishes me 


For I long to be wet in the warmth of your love 
You keep me afloat in a workd full of strife 

I want you with me on my arduous journey 
Please stand by my side down the river called life 
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The Cafe 
Jacquie Reid 


Give me time, give me time 
I’ve been waiting in line 
I am hungry, too. 


Get off of my foot 
Don’t push too hard 
Can I please have back my shoe? 


Can I have a cut? 
Will you let me up 
Homegirl let my slide! 


Twenty minutes have passed 
The line slowly moves 
‘‘Go ahead, boy! ’’I cried. 


So he lets up his friends 
Then Karl, Kary, and Ken 


I feel like I’m running out of time. 


So I’m thinking; oh, you dummy 
He let up every last chummy 
While you stand at the end of the line. 
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Baynes Hall 
Jacquie Reid 


Hold the door, please! 
Hold the elevator! 
Girl, it sure is cold! 
Girl, I’ll see you later! 
In Baynes Hall 


Fire drill at 4:30 a.m. 

He’s crazy about her 

And he’s crazy about them 
In Baynes Hall 


Moonpie has a caller 

‘‘Come back in one hour, 

I’m in the shower 

I really don’t want to be bothered. ”’ 
In Baynes Hall 


Trying to get a call 
On the phone down the hall 
Highly impossible 

In Baynes Hall 


50 girls to one phone 

I wish I were at home 

I could talk to him all alone 

No one Istening, yelling, or screaming out 


In Baynes Hall 


Noise, noise, noise 
Do you really have a choice? 
In Baynes Hall...Hell no. 
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You'll get Yours 
Jaquie Reid 


When you hurt someone’s feeling 
By being unappealing 
You'll get yours 


Always there to criticize 
Never to apologize 
You'll get yours 


One day you'll try to take 
Instead you'll get a fake 
You'll get yours 


Trying to have your cake and eat it too 
And all your real friends you’ll lose 
You'll get yours 


All of the mean things you’ve done 
will bundle up into one 
Everything under the sun 
You'll just want to get up and run 
There’ll be no more fun 
And you’ll want a gun 
Your problems will weigh a ton 
You'll get yours 
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Exodus 
Thomas McDonald 


Oh Great God, Terrible Black God—God 
Whose Old Testament history has been rendered 
unimportant by evil baldheads and mindless 
black fools to justify an evil existence, 


My head is bowed and my soul cries out 
at the injustices faced by my brethren 


Jah. Yaweh. Savior. Great god, Terrible 
Black God, 


Brethren, we are true brethren. The true 
children of Israel. (No rabbi. No lock.) 

did not You Yourself say unto a dark Moses, 
‘Israel is my son, even my first born?’’ 


Deliver us Great God, Terrible Black God, 
just as you led us out of the oppressive, 
Pharaoh-ruled Egypt. 
Preserve us Lord, as you preserved us during 
the Middle Passage, when we lost 50 million 
raped and battered souls. 
Strenghten us Lord, against the fear that courses 
through our generations, a fear that has been 
systematically instilled in the womb seeds of our women by the oppressors. 


Remember us Lord, in South Africa, (the new Jim Crow) 
in Zimbawe, where vultures feed on our 
dead bodies, in Alabama, where the very 


symbol of American racism now again presides. 


Save us Lord, You have taken the chains off my 
brethen’s hands and feet, 
now unravel the chains from our minds 


and hearts, Great God, Terrible Black God, 


save our first-born sons and daughters. 


We are the true children of Israel! 
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Ce N’Aime Pas 
It Doesn’t Love 


Today, I didn’t feel angry 


So I didn’t write a mad poem. 


I wasn’t amuzed 
So I didn’t write a funny poem. 


I wasn’t moved 
So I didn’t write anything profound. 


I wasn’t hurt 
So I didn’t write a sad poem. 


I just felt passive 
about this poem 
about you 
about everything 


Perhaps the river of blood flowing 
through my viens will overflow on paper 
and somehow paint a picture in words 


upon an empty page. 


Perhaps I’ll play my death scene like 
an overdramatic hasbeen actor 
hording the entire play 

as my heart stops beating as I 

give my final line. 


Maybe some deep emotion lie brewing 
and will erupt into some epic 


worthy of Wright, Angelou, or Hughes. 


But not this poem 

It doesn’t breathe 

It doesn’t move 

It has no life 
emotion. 

It doesn’t care. 

It doesn’t love. 
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